84                    ESSAYS OF TRAVEL

rade stared at each other like Vasco's seamen, * with a
wild surmise'; and then the latter, catching up the
lamp, ran to the other frame and roughly raised the
curtain. There he stood, petrified; and M'Naughten,
who had followed, grasped him by the wrist in terror.
They could see into another room, larger in size than
that which they occupied, where three men sat crouch-
ing and silent in the dark. For a second or so these
five persons looked each other in the eyes, then the
curtain was dropped, and M'Naughten and his friend
made but one bolt of it out of the room and down-
stairs. The man .an the white cap said nothing as
they passed him; and they were so pleased to be once
more in the open night that they gave up all notion
of a bed, and walked the streets of Boston till the
morning.

No one seemed much cast down by these stories, but
all inquired after the address of a respectable hotel;
and I, for my part, put myself under the conduct of
Mr. Jones, Before noon of the second Sunday we
sighted the low shores outside of New York harbour;
the steerage passengers must remain on board to pass
through Castle Garden on the following morning;
but we of the second cabin made our escape along
with the lords of the saloon; and by six o'clock
Jones and I issued into West Street, sitting on
some straw in the bottom of an open baggage-
wagon. It rained miraculously; and from that
moment till on the following night I left New York,
there was scarce a lull, and no cessation of the down-
pour. The roadways were flooded; a loud strident
noise of falling water filled the air; the restaurants
smelt heavily of wet people and wet clothing.